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Emerson's  Willows 

You  read  Self-Reliance  like  an  inconsolable  romantic 

Pursues  their  horoscope  in  the  latest  "Cosmopolitan"  magazine. 

Recklessly,  without  a  tatter  of  caution 

And  found  personalized  truths  without  ironies. 

And  intimate  coincidences  without  faults. 

When  April's  Emersonian  advice, 

Urged  to  "Let  A  Stoic  Arise" — it  resonated  rather  well  with  you 

You  slashed  and  burned  my  forest  of  support 

Clear  cutting  my  essential  symbiotic  shadow. 

Claiming  that  you  were  that  self-controlled  individual. 

When  May's  recommendation 

Pronounced  "I  do  not  wish  to  expatriate,  but  to  live. . .  my  life  is  not  for  a  spectacle." 

You  clung  to  ideas  yet  did  neither. 

Living  your  life,  by  quitting  your  life — 

Making  misinterpretations  a  fine  art  and  death  a  decadent  stunt. 

And  when  June's  transcendentalist  counsel 

Interjected  that  "Envy  is  ignorance...  and  imitation  is  suicide" 

You  took  yourself  for  worse,  never  once  tilling  your  own  plot  which  you  had  been  given 

But  plotting  your  own  kill 

Of  the  death  reducible  only  to  a  misguided  imitation. 

Finally,  when  July's  meddlesome  kibitz 

Reminded  you  to  "find  the  journeys  end  in  every  step  of  the  road." 

You  took  Highway  70  with  no  identification  but  Old  #7  and  self-reliance 

And  rode  it  out  until  all  the  signs'  deceptive  messages  read  "Road  Closed" 

Without  the  occurrence  of  consulting  any  other  sources. 

So  now  I  stand,  bravely  on  an  endless  road,  as  your  leaning  willow. 

My  porous  bark  toils  in  vain  to  shield  your  deformity 

My  roots  absorb  the  incessant  pouring  of  pain 

And  hope  that  the  notorious  astrologer  theorized  correctly  about  one  thing — 

Your  soul  knows  neither. 


-Lee  Ann  Massey 


Old  Man 


Wes  Frazer 
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Bagatelle 

Angels  breath  whispering 

Through  velvet  hair 
Mocking  storm  puddles 

In  the  footpath. 

Sitting  in  wicker  wedges 

Pondering  simple  pride. 

Frigid  waves  massaging 

Grainy  footprints 

Like  clockwork  redundancy. 

A  statuesque  symmetry 

With  atrocious  thoughts, 

Ethereal  visions. 

Quilted  silk  flowing 

Over  window  candles 

Revealing  a  hammered  dent. 

Sensual  heat  hanging 

In  the  thick  quiet 

Transporting  reflection. 

Liquid  essence  suspending, 

Pirating  the  stream  of  consciousness 

To  Bagatelle. 

-Amber  Friend 


Cherry  Red  Clogs 

My  mother's  hands  smell  of  earth. 
Children's  breath,  violet  tempra  paint. 
Bent  at  the  waist  over  our  wide,  stainless  steel  sink- 
Slicing,  pruning,  laughing  her  wide  mouthed 
Guffaw  for  the  whole  neighborhood  to  hear. 
She  doesn't  care. She  is  a  woman  who  hstens  to  children, 
And  wears  her  cherry  red  clogs  with 
Anything. 

At  night  under  the  gentle  whisper  of  a  candle 

She  wears  a  nightgown  soft  as  wings  of  a  moth. 

And  begs  me  to  rub  her  school  stained  hands. 

We  share  a  bowl  of  navel  oranges 

And  I  smell  the  scent  upon  her  cracked  fingertips 

Humming,  she  peels  another  quarter  for  me  to  taste. 


-Kate  McGann 


Sacrament 

My  knees  ache. 

The  cold  wood  punishing. 

Discomfort  distracts  me 

from  the  deed  at  hand. 

My  eyes  closed, 

hair  falling  forward, 

framing  my  face, 

creating  a  tunnel  of  sight  that  helps  me  focus. 

The  priest's  words  reach  inside  of  me, 
seeking  out  hidden  places, 

speaking  to  me  of  the  body  which  I  am  about  to  take, 
causmg  a  remembrance  for  Christ's  death. 

1  uplift  only  my  eyes, 

at  his  figure  rising  above  me. 
The  heightened  mood  created  by  the  lowered  light, 

shrouds  him  in  grace,  mercy,  power. 
Choking  on  guilt  I  hope  it  will  go  quickly. 
His  words  prompt,  assure  me. 

1  hold  the  flesh  on  my  tongue 

and  slowly,  reverently  take  it  into  my  mouth. 
I  flinch  slightly  at  the  taste, 

small  sacrifice. 
My  mind  travels  a  wide  path, 

searching  for  intimacy,  importance,  surrender 

in  this  most  critical  of  ritualistic  responsibilities 

My  hands  circle  around  the  hard  rail. 
I  wait  patiently  for  the  conclusion 

studying  over  the  last  few  minutes. 
Praying  I  did  it  correctly. 

It  is  finished. 

I  rise,  adjusting  my  skirt, 

and  take  my  place. 


-Kelly  Alane  Bearden 
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Reconcile 


Flynn  McCrary 


Alone  on  the  Longest  Day 


Your  knee: 

muscular  chestnut,  dusted  soft  with  sand, 

tawny — tempted  fingertips  descend, 

met  by  golden-wisp  antennae  rising 

electrically,  obeisant 

to  my  studied  nonchalance. 

Sun  trapped  in  your  skin 

flushes  up  towards  my  capillaries: 

Inhale.  Exhale. 

I  retreat 

and  you  pretend  not  to  notice. 


-Lauren  Terry 
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My  Bedfellow's  Hand 

upon  leaving  while  you  rested 
mind  recalled  body 
and  stole  kisses  with  your  back 
tricking  words  into  odes 
puzzling  touch  with  truth 
and  pleasure  with  pulse 


-Yin  Ho 


Doormat 


Come. 


Here  I  sit 

with  my  sorrowful  days 

and  nights,  enjoying. 

You,  come. 


Softer  Fires 

Her  voice  a  bass  note  solitary  and  deep, 

remembering  my  soul's 

most  cherished  secret. 

Secret  whisperings  and  spirits  on  fire, 

tribal  tenor  of  a  woman 

alive  with  the  thought  of  herself. 

Her  Breath  dances  in  instinctual  rhythm 

With  my  heart  beating-partly  hers. 

Her  voice  a  worn,  rugged  medicine  bag- 
safe  place  for  magic  spells  healing  fingers, 
quiet  womb  for  all  things  far  from  home. 
Arms  tanned  and  strong  with  babies-long  gone, 
still  move  with  swiftness,  taking  me  back 
where  the  wind  knows  my  breath 
and  with  night  humming  all  around  us, 
we  harmonize,  and  whisper- 
smiling  secrets  at  the  satin  moon. 

-Kate  McGann 


This  is  a  new  and  beautiful  time 
when  even  the  sorrow  is  happiness. 

This  is  a  time  like  no  other: 
when  all  of  my  wounds  - 
like  a  washed  and  wet  undershirt  - 
I  have  hung  in  the  sunlight  to  dry, 
it  can  be  said  that  at  least  one 
of  my  tasks  has  been  done. 

Come. 

I  am  here,  sitting  and  silting 

with  my  sorrowful  days  and  nights 

continuously  knitting 

with  two  fingers  a  doormat  made  of  happiness 

so  that  you  may  wipe  your  feet. 

-Satyapriya  Mudhopadyay 
(translated  from  the  Bengali  b\  Glenny  Brock') 


Big  Blue 


Mary  Catherine  Anthiony 
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Twenty-two  Fireflies 

We  sat  in  the  drive-thru 

For  nearly  eight  minutes 

Waiting  for  our  sodas. 

You  stole  secret  glances 

Of  how  much  I  had  grown 

As  I  sat  there  and  wondered 

What  it  feels  like  to  die. 

I  stared  away 

At  signs,  people 

Anything 

Not  to  see  your  face 

And  think  about  the  pity 

That  I  harbored  inside. 

And  I  suddenly  remembered 

That  summer  that  I 

Caught  22  fireflies 

All  by  myself. 

Your  were  proud  of  me  then, 

As  I  danced  around  the  yard 

In  a  bright  blue  hula  skirt. 

We  were  unbroken 

Untouchable 

Now  we  sip  our  sodas 

To  chase  our  pills 

Numbing  the  radiation 

That  burns  inside. 

The  fireflies  died 

Much  like  you  will. 

Breathing  your  last 

Enchanting  breath. 

But  it's  not  supposed  to  be 

Like  this,  not  now 

In  my  new  season 

(You  still  have  more  to  see). 


-Niven  McCrary 


Skinny  Dipping 


Only  twice  have  I  been  skinny  dipping, 

both  times  in  Lake  Purdy.  And  how  funny  to  naked-romp 

through  my  hometown's  major  water  source. 

The  first  time;  nudity  with  you  still  a  new 

and  thrilling  prospect. 

We  held  hands  across  the  great  grey  grating  of  metal  bridge, 

leapt  down  from  dark  road  to  descend  darker  hill. 

On  sharp  rocks  was  awkward  laughter  and  stripping 

and  tripping,  fumbling  and  stumbling  into  the  cold,  wet  sexy 

of  summer  water:  all  weightless  and  wriggling  in  joy  -  -enjoying. 

I  used  the  excuse  of  being  a  shabby  swimmer 

to  wrap  my  legs  around  floating  you  who  held  me  fast 

and  treaded  water  too.  And  we  enjoyed  the  swells  of  swimming,  the 

smell  of  bodies  clean,  the  jealous  glance  of  stars. 

The  next  time:  you  &  me  again,  and  this  time  friends  along. 

With  two,  it  was  quiet,  lovely  madness;  with  five,  it  was  all  play 

and  yelping,   all  contact  daring  and  done  with  squeals, 

until  each  paddled  off  alone. 

only  to  drift  back  to  the  hushed  delight  of  a  circle  in  water 

at  night:  no  limbs  touching,  but  all  breath  in  one  space  -  - 

as  young  as  friends. 

and  the  common  chord  between  the  two  trips: 

back  on  the  rocks, 

in  envy  of  the  energy  in  water 

and  in  expression  of  nature's 

brand  of  affection: 

the  poison  ivy 
crept  lovingly 
into  our  clothes. 

-Glenny  Brock 
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Untitled 


Rumsey  Taylor 


Aquarobics  in  the  Morning 

Breaking  routine 

we  bounce 

a  weightless  Highland  fling, 

concrete  chafing  soles; 

I  drift  apart,  drawn 

over  miles  of  bone-empty  cavern 

by  veins  of  shattered 

sunlight  swatched  across  liquid  glass- 

I, 

a  singular  being, 

lifted. 


-Lauren  Terry 
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Curves 

I  mocked  the  Old  Masters. 

Botticelli's  masterpiece? 
"The  Birth  of  Perversion,"  I'd  say, 

And  giggle. 

Everywhere  in  the  museum, 

I  saw  mere 
Full-figured  frivolities. 

Then  I  photographed  a  violin 

And  an  old  Coca-Cola  bottle — 
My  own  voluptuous  images. 

Comprehension  swerved  in 

Like  a  van 
Coming  too  quickly  down  a  mountainous  road. 

-Jerry  Hinnen 
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Sharon  Andrew  Morgan 
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Hot  and  Hot 


Wes  Frazer 


we  kiss  beside  the  river 

and  sounds  from  the  market  reach  our  ears  from  afar 

as  the  sun  sets 

the  red  water  swims  softly  on 
to  the  next  village 

as  loyal  to  you  as  some  great  lord  or  lady 
I  sleep  soundly  under  your  breast 

dreaming  of  blood  and  combat 
stealing  the  knife  from  your  belt 
kissing  you  one  last  time 


-Hunter  Manasco 
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Constant    Comment 

Teapots  abound, 

round,  in  our  house; 

some  antique,  others,  found; 

some  loved,  others  yet  unused 

Chma  battalions,  rank  after  rank, 

at  rest,  but  someday  ready  to  vanquish 

thirst,    sore  throats,  social  droughts. 

(Quiet  now:  frozen  soldiers,  spellbound. 

Passing  by,  I  wonder — what  kiss 

can  wake  a  dreaming  castle's  keep? 

What  can  end  an  oblivious  sleep?) 

On  the  watch  my  paces  on  the  hardwood 

whisper.    Don't  disturb  your  father... 

furtively,  and  delicate. 

I  can  go  home  again 

once  a  certain  funereal  emptiness 

has  cleansed  these  rooms. 

I  can  go  to  bed,  sniffling 

for  pity,  sometimes  in  play 

On  such  sick  days 

you  embarrass  me  with  your  mommy 

sers'itude...  but  also  soothe. 

Let  the  ceremony  begm; 

the  rattan  breakfast  tray  bearing 

the  brace  of  blue  Euqual  packets, 

the  Sagittanus  mug, 

the  wafer-thin  toast. 

Lift  the  cupola  of  lid, 

loose  the  searing  steam, 

and  bow  the  generous  spout: 

Your  hand  is  poised  to  pour,  steadier  than  mine. 

I  always  slop,  scald, 

scream,  when  I  should  be  quiet, 

if  I  know  what's  good  for  me. 

Chalice  offered,  you  wait 

for  the  first  sacramental  sip. 


I  have  photographs  of  sugar  bowls  beaches 
and  you,  teaching  me  not  to  fear  the  water. 
Else  I  never  would  have  seen  the  angelfish. 
who  float,  filmy  red  diamonds  in  an  amber  sea, 
in  the  blue  belly  between  your  hands, 
trailing  name-tag  tails  behmd  them. 

I  remember  how  the  teapot  flew  across  the  room, 

a  vehement  gull     And  though  he'd 

pitched  on  scholarship  in  college 

(taught  me  to  throw  less  like  a  girl) 

it  only  crushed  a  spider  web  hollow 

in  the  Easter  egg  shell  of  the  wall. 

A  fiake  fell;  the  period  closing  a  sentence. 

Bui  the  teapot  did  not  break.    Did  not  break. 

One  curve  blunted,  but  the  rest,  whole. 

You  cannot  threaten  a  thing  tempered  by  fire, 
designed  shatterproof,  lifetime  guaranteed. 

With  your  fingers  now  you  fish  out  effete  bags. 

barren,  and  spent     One  last  squeeze: 

a  surprising  scarlet  gush,  and  then,  nothing. 

(1  think  of  the  way  you  signed  divorce  papers 

with  a  flourish,  the  violent  dotting  of  an  i.) 

You  toss  away  the  dross  as  if  it  did  not  matter  now. 

Light  strikes  that  one  flatness 

as  you  wipe  both  the  condesation 

and  one  stray  curl  rebelling  over  your  brow. 

over  the  welt  that  still  aches  sometimes. 


Once  on  the  burner  the  teapot  crouched 

on  the  front  lines,  restraining 

the  foam  and  the  froth  battling 

to  the  boil  inside, 

bruised-black  and  blue-patterned, 

even  so,  the  Chinaman  serene  on  his  sampan. 

I  could  never  bear  the  crescendo  shriek. 

Remember:  1  once  reached  to  break  the  scream, 

reached  for  the  awful  scald  lashing  out  to  blister  and  flay 

as  It  ricocheted,  clanking  across  the  linoleum. 

But  it  didn't  break.    Didn't  break 

And  you  didn't  reproach 

— "Just  as  long  as  you're  all  right" — 

kneeling  to  soak  up  someone  else's  mess 

with  stained  and  ragged  towels. 


Hold  this  hot  globe  in  your  hands 

Feel  this  liquid  fire,  coiled  and  quiet  now, 

these  conve.x  complexities  of  heft  and  shape. 

These  are  things  1  will  never  know,  or  understand — 

How  rare  and  boiling  springs 

were  once  harnessed  inside  so  small  a  space. 

How  simmering  baths  always  waited  on  snow  days, 

and  never  failed  to  heal  brui.ses  and  black  eyes. 

How  wann  tides  renewed  their  wash, 

day  after  oppressive  day. 


Self-Portrait 


James  McGriff 
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A  poem  for  the  student: 

Whose  English  Professors  yearn  to  trap  students  within  walls  of  do's  and  don'ts 
Who  also  say  that  a  poem  must  have  a  deeper  significance 
Who  forgot  to  mention  "Oh  yes!  These  rules,  too,  are  meant  to  be  broken" 
Who  also  say,  "Fuck  Ginsburg  or  Ginsburg!" 

This  poem  is  for  the  student 

Who  believes  that  grits  are  served  in  every  region  of  the  country 
For  the  codependent  lovers 

And  those  who  cannot  accept  occasional  loneliness 

For  the  students  who  believe  their  god  is  the  best  god 

Who  hear  for  the  first  time  that  going  to  church  makes  you  no  more  a  Christian 
than  going  to  a  garage  makes  you  a  car 

For  the  student  who  thinks  he  can  get  by  on  good  looks  and  charm 
For  the  girls  who  started  smoking  to  counter  the  freshman  fifteen 

For  those  who  are  chasing  the  bubble 

-Glenn  Drennen 


Jaywalking 

A  swing  can 
break  you  free 
from  the  Earth, 
as  can  a  giant  leap 
into  the  sky. 

That  is  all  I  want, 
only  to  get  away 
from  here.  But  this 
old  swing  will  not 
get  me  far. 

All  I  can  do  is 
pull  on  those  rusted 
chains  and  fix 
an  eager  stare 
on  the  horizon. 


Poised,  I  am  ready 
to  relieve  myself 
of  the  chains 
that  bind  me 
to  the  Earth. 

With  carefree  ease 
freedom  is  gained 
for  a  moment. 
Arms  outstretched, 
eyes  closed, 
the  rush  becomes 
a  desired  harmony 
between  the 
implementation  of  will 
and  the  luck 
of  expectation. 


With  a  feverish  wrath 
I  make  the  swing  my 
means  of  temporary 
transportation  out  of 
here. 

lemploy  my  will 
in  repetitive  motion. 
The  glimmering 
arc  of  my  shadow 
waves  beneath. 


Between  heaven  and  Earth  I  tly. 

And  I  float,  filled  with 
hope  and  patience 
until  the  worn  ground 
meets  me  and  once 
again  binds  me  to  this  place. 


-Rumsey  Taylor 


The  ground  rushes 
below,  so  quick, 
it  is  a  pale  memory. 
The  horizon  is  now 
locked  between 
pointed  feet. 
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A  Love  Poem 

I  wish  I  could  fall  in  love. 

But  I  can't 

Not  any  more 

Maybe  because  Fm  selfish. 

Maybe  because  I'm  afraid. 

That  is  so  lame. 


I 


-Will  Oakley 


lam 

The  tattered-torn  man 

Whose  home  smolders  in  atomic  ashes 

Hatred  burning  through  flash-fried  eyes. 

The  lethargic  lad 

Whose  stoned  gaze 

Watches  the  world  with  red-rimmed  indifference. 

The  broken-boned  invalid 
Who  glares  jealously 
At  able  bodied  bastards. 

The  once  rich  homeless  man 
Mocking  suited  passers-by 
With  alcohol  laced  sincerity. 

The  crazy  old  hermit 
Eating  crickets  and 
Laughing  at  my  belly  button 


r 

I 


-Anthony  Cashio 


Fetch 


Jamey  Grimes 
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To  catch  a  lion  by  the  eye 


My  father  was  working  at  the  zoo  nights. 

to  keep  the  water  running  and  the  pantry  full. 

The  hours  were  lousy,  but  he  spent  nights 

talking  to  tigers,  and  serenading 

two  great  gorgeous  elephants 

named  Mona  and  Lisa,  feeding  them  mounds 

of  hay  and  cabbages  and  carrots, 

and  offering  water  from  a  dusty  hose. 

And  my  mother  delighted  and  my  brothers  despaired 

the  fact  that  Mona  and  Lisa  provided 

our  large  yard's  garden  with  the  grandest  fertilizer 

to  be  gotten:  how  rich  and  rank  the  manure 

made  the  earth.    What  perks  in  a  watchman's  work 

of  cleaning  and  feeding  and  tending  and  guarding. 

One  amber-eyed,  pink-tongued  old  king 

seemed  to  grow  frailer  though,  as  summer  crawled  on. 

The  lion's  eyes  worried  my  father's. 

as  did  the  greying  of  the  mane,  and 

the  slack-jaw  taxing  of  the  soft,  porous  black  of  his  lips 

and  the  flesh  by  his  eyes 

The  bearded  old  beast  was  not 

eager  for  dinner  like  others: 

preferring  to  hang  back, 

settling  for  scraps. 


With  trembling  hands  and  complex  heart, 

my  father  reached  between  the  bars 

and  touched  the  lion's  brow. 

Beneath  his  fingers,  great  wispy  whiskers 

and  fur  still  held  some  warmth  of  life. 

This  watchman  was  the  single  present  mourner 

and  so  performed  a  laying  on  of  hands, 

as  a  gesture  of  respect. 

In  that  touch  was  more  than  tenderness 

and  something  close  to  bold. 

My  father  pulled  back 

from  the  moment  of  passing, 

and  Leo  went. 

cat-like. 

as  the  elephants  looked  on. 


-Glenny  Brock 


Each  night  my  father  logged  his  rounds 

and  recorded  Leo's  progress. 

"June  6,    Leo  sluggish  and  not  hungry." 

"June  9.    Old  lion,  seeming  tired,  but  eating  a  bit  more." 

"June  21.    There  is  no  roar  now.  and  I  worry  " 

For  three  weeks,  he  watched  and  fed  and  wrote, 

as  golden  fur  turned  sallow. 

Twice,  he  asked  the  daytime  feeder 

if  he  had  noted  the  entries  in  the  feeding  log. 

or  seen  himself  the  sickly  shadow  taking  Leo  over. 

And  twice  he  was  told  by  his  so-called  superior 

that  it  was  just  the  heal  that  seemed  to  cover 

the  spirit  of  the  beast: 

"No  sickness  there  to  speak  of." 

So  my  father  went  on, 

singing  to  seals. 

bravely  parading  with  apes,  and  questioning 

the  elephant  ladies  on  the  secret 

of  their  memories,  as  he  provided  them  with  hay  feasts. 

And  through  two  more  weeks  he  watched 

as  Leo  seemed  to  shrink. 

He  sought  audience  with  the  head  zookeeper. 

a  great  tender  of  beasts,  turned  into  a  pencil  pusher 

by  the  burdens  of  a  dollar.    And  without 

looking  at  the  lion's  lair. 

the  answer  was  the  same: 

"The  heal  gets  to  them  at  this  lime. 

Wilh  more  water,  he'll  be  fine." 


My  father  kept  careful  watch  now, 

ending  his  nightly  rounds  with  a  second  check 

on  the  cat.    Before  four  nights  had  passed  from 

his  plea  to  the  head  man.  the  lion  died, 

an  almost  less  than  kingly  death 

One  callused  paw  nearly  out  between 

Ihe  bars,  his  regal  head  leaned  back. 

one  half  the  great  teeth  showing 

that  he  had  snarled  at  death  with  valor. 

His  great  gold  eyes  still  open. 

gazing  at  the  sky. 


The  Language  of  Paper  Dolls 

I  wish  I  could  tell  you  a  story 

In  the  language  of  paper  dolls, 

All  our  secrets  for  years  worn  close,  like  a  dress. 

Bubble  out  in  a  gurgle  of  giggles 

Never  mind  how  long  the  time  since  I  was  five 
Or  ten  or  twelve,  still  playing  with  dolls. 
I'd  close  my  eyes,  count  back  from  ten,  nine,  eight  ., 
And  there  we'd  be.    My  room  seemed  bigger  then. 

An  ocean  of  pale  shag  carpet  holds  my  bed,  a  boat  for  a  day. 
I  knew  the  magic,  the  language  of  spells. 
The  secrets  and  daytime  drama  we'd  explore. 
Oh  to  be  weird  and  young  again. 

We'd  make  elaborate  constructions  in  paper  doll  land. 
Changing  outfits  as  often  as  boyfriends  and  futures. 
These  dolls  were  out  creations. 
As  sure  as  we  knew  them,  we'd  know  us. 

A  daytime  dress  rehearsal  where  the  clothes  come  with  tabs. 

It's  not  just  the  dolls  who  wear  three  shirts  at  once. 

I  liked  to  undress  them  the  best. 

In  their  permanent  pink  slips  the  dolls  looked  so  young. 

Almost.    Not  quite.    The  lady. 

The  grownup  who  switches  her  moods  with  her  shoes. 
Like  someone  who  says  she  wants  everything. 
And  won't  dare  nap  while  her  options  are  open. 

The  paper  doll  language  is  breathless. 

Their  sounds  fill  our  ears  through  our  eyes. 

Observing  and  planning  a  paper  doll  future. 

With  our  fingers  mischievous,  undressing,  arranging. 

Our  closed  whispers  under  covers,  after  dark 
Revive  the  day's  paper  doll  game. 
I  think  of  choices  while  you  create  detail. 
How  far  can  we  stretch  their  lives  now? 

I'll  tell  you  a  story  with  pigtails  and  daybeds. 
But  not  in  the  language  of  dolls. 
1  forgot  how  to  hear  it,  almost;  it's  not  loud. 
And  it  tends  to  get  softer  with  time. 

The  paper  thin  dolls 

Have  long  been  discarded,  well  worn  with  our  play, 

A  trade-in  for  homework  and  heels. 

But,  strangely  their  clothes  begin  popping  up  here. 

Reminding  me  of  the  occasional  need 

For  a  new  set  of  dresses. 

With  tabs  at  the  back. 

To  determine  a  fate  of  my  own. 

-Emily  Self 
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Fetish  IV  and  V 


Ansie  Elliott 


The  One  Night  Where  Everyone  Was  Beautiful 

At  my  debut 

On  Rembrandt's  square 

sapphire  sign's 

glowing  embers 

separated  glamorously 

from  the  1 1  o'clock 

Dutch  sky 

Reveling, 

and  rejoicing 

in  my  own  anticipation 

of  mixing 

into  the  discotheque's 

sensual  reveries 

like  the  blazing  embers 

into  the  eventide 

With  a  simple  gesture 

foreign,  bitter-sweet  flavors 

decorated  my  tastebuds 

permitting  the  joys 

of  an  uninhibited  youth 

Providing  the  ecstasies 

when  the 

incessant  rhythms 

from  the  D.J.'s 

omnipotent  ten  fingers 

willed  each 

tinder  and  shake 

Exploding  from  my  body 

Ruby,  neon  lights 

chiseled  my  agile  body's 

bumps  and  strokes 

Providing  playful  aggressiveness 

propelling 

the  high-energy  liberation 

of  newly  sensed 

realities. 

Welcoming  those 

felicitous  warm 

illusions 

of  the 

perfect  worldview 

From  my  newest, 

tallest  pedestal 

all  activity  eagerly  awaiting 

the  built-up  phantasmagoria 

And  the 

Fresh-eyed  freedom 

Of  the  one  night. 

Where  life. 

And  everyone 

Was  beautiful. 

-Lee  Ann  Massey 
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Newpaperman: 

or  why  didn  't  someone  ever  kill  that  son  of  a  bitch? 

So  maybe  I  do  have  a  God  complex. 
What  of  it? 

Tricky  Dicky  never  had  one  up  on  me, 
Or  the  newspaper  we  shoved  up  his  ass. 

The  wave  of  the  future  washes  away  my  sandcastles. 
I  hate  computers.  That  little  talking  paper  clip  pretends  to  be  your  friend. 
But  he  really  makes  hobby  of  screwing  his  best  friends'  wives. 
Newsrooms  have  never  been  so  wired. 

I  measure  success  in  the  crumpled  wads  of  paper  strewn  around  my  desk. 

Sawmills  never  ate  so  many  trees. 

Royal  isn't  just  whisky,  buddy; 

It's  my  War  Machine 

Chewing  paper  with  its  little  metal  teeth. 

All  arranged  so  perfectly  an  orthodontist  would  be  humble. 

And  what  of  it?  I  recycle  when  I  can. 

But  I  don't  throw  away  newspapers. 

FuckM&M's. 

Coca-Cola  and  Snickers  bars  are 

The  food  of  the  self-anointed  gods  in  this  newsroom. 

And  whatever  you  do. 

Don't  tell  me  how  to  eat  my  Reeses. 

If  you  can't  eat  and  read  at  once, 

You  aren't  worth  your  weight  in  shit. 

The  world  expects  you  to  be  omnipotent,  so  you'd  better  get  to  it. 

Phone  calls  nag  like  hemorrhoids  at  a  pole  sitting. 

"Will  there  be  tornadoes  when  the  hurricane  comes?" 

I  don't  know  ma'am.  God  is  in  the  bathroom. 

Can  I  take  a  message? 

Wrong  answer. 

Upside-down  pyramids  don't  stand  up  around  here. 

So  prop  yourself  on  something  else. 

My  pen  slashes  through  your  trash. 

Drawing  blue  blood  from  the  paper. 

Don't  take  it  personally. 

One  mistake  and  fifty  thousand 

Readers  laugh. 

Oh,  yeah,  don't  touch  my  desk.  It's  not  a  mess. 

It's  a  shrine  to  my  unfinished  art.  I  file  my  papers  by  altitude. 

Don't  sit  in  my  chair,  either.  It's  the  one  thing  that  comforts  me  while  I  waste  away. 

Telling  other  people's  stories 

And  sacrificing  my  wrists  to  carpal  tunnel  syndrome. 


-Kyle  Whitmire 
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Objects  in  Mirror  are  Closer  than  They  Appear        Rumsey  Taylor 
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Dissection  of  an  Angel 


Jamey  Grimes 


I  stand  a  million  miles  away 
Burning  gases  and  fuel 
And  memories  of  you 
Circular  and  glowing  forth 
Radiance  and  light 
That  paints  the  midnight  sky 


-Niven  McCrary 
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Ultimatum 


Rumsey  Taylor 
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